BACK    TO    NATURE

world to drink and wash in/51 thought, and asked the
driver to turn aside so that I might swim out into the
lake and be cool..

" It is a mirage/5 he objected.

" Why is it there ? " I asked, unable to believe him.

" By God's will/3  he answered ;   " it is  always

there."

We drove on.   That night the November rains

began and turned the hard-caked  surface  of the

desert to liquid slush into which the cars sank deep,

especially the cars that were heavy with mails for the

British in Baghdad.   Day after day, from dawn till

late evening we toiled.   We hauled, we dug, we laid

down stones for the wheels to bite on, but four nights

and days were spent in mud before the Euphrates

came in sight, and then, at the fort of Ramadi, we

were held up again by the news that a torrent of rain

made the track to the bridge at Felujah impassable.

So there I walked along the bank of the ancient and

famous river, which was sweeping down its course

in streaks of blue and brown, like any other powerful

river that had a source far away among mountains.

It was noon again, and as I sat in the shade by the

river bank, hoping that by next morning the track

would be dry enough for movement, I looked south

down the water and thought of that great city through

the centre of which it once had flowed.   As in a

mirage I saw the city rise, not far away.   In reality

it was about fifty miles, but it looked much nearer.

I saw vast walls standing there, over three hundred

feet high (high as St. Paul's dome at the Golden

Gallery) ;   seventy-five feet thick, so that chariots

coukl pass each other along the top, leaving an ample

margin on each side;  and the wall facing me was

fourteen miles long, the other three sides that made
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